MORNING

that the German mail was an exceptionally Important
one. Poor old Buckie would be so dreadfully morti-
fied. But what was the good of wallowing in such
daydreams ? Of course, no submarine would come, or if it
did come, it would be to a rendezvous they had failed to
foresee. Georgie Radcliffe was a much more feasible
achievement. That fellow Hunter had assumed a con-
foundedly proprietary air with her j ust now. Perhaps when
he arrived next time he would find her a little less flattering
to his self-esteem. Of course, this inclination to discuss
her with himself showed that he did not really care any-
thing about her. It was nothing better than a cold-blooded
piece of self-indulgence. On one side a bottle of brandy;
on the other Georgie Radcliffe,

The car began to undulate. He recognized the feel of
the unfinished road leading up to his house and opened
his eyes.

Outside the cafe the police spies were sitting in groups
just as they were yesterday. Perhaps this attempt at extra
vigilance was a sign of the importance attached by the local
authorities to the visit of the German. It was evidently
intended that nobody should leave either this house or
Number Ten on foot without being followed. Was this
submarine only a daydream ?

In the big green-shaded room on the first floor he found
Crowder in a state of cherubic virtue. For the first time
since he joined Waterlow the whole of the contents of
the Bag were ready for despatch in good time.

" Pm trying to get things a bit more prompt, sir,"
he explained. " Bit of a struggle at first, but I've strafed
everybody all round, and I think things will run a bit
smoother now."
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